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The Au 


T isnolittle Cottage that containes 8 
Wild wandring yourh,or giddy headed brains; 
heir ſoft downe beds at home,or dainty fare 
ontents them nor,they love the open aire ; 

hey among themſelves expoſtulating, ſay, 

hall we like Snailes, live in'Gur ſhels ? Away 

Fo Sea for ſhame, to Ship, let'soe aboord, 

nd ſee what other Countries can affoord : 

: being pinchr with cold, or parcht with heat, 


thor to the Booke. 


eady to die tor thirſt,or ſtarve for meat, : 
hen they grow leane and low ſie, tatterd,torne, 
hen they be curb'd, mockt,ſcofc,contemnd, for- 
ſeeing their folly : then they figh and cry (lorne,, . 
5h whata happy thing itis to die ! 
zwenſo my gadding Mule, 2nd cunning braine, 
Not witting what it was to paſſe the maine, 
na mad humour once,or merry fit, 
Vould needs goe wander without feare or wit ; 
ut being tolt in the tempeſtuous Seas, 
laving no friend,nocomforr,reſt,or caſc, 
A} Shee 
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/ She vow'd if &'re ſhe ſet a foot on ſhore, 

7 Neto ſee Sea, oroncetake ſhipping more. © #4 
Likea drownd Mouſe atlaſt to land ſhegot, Oo 
And being wounded, weake,and full of ſhot, i. 
Creprt in atorner, choefing there to lie, 
(Rather than once peepe out of doore ) and die ©} 
But yet alas, within a yeare or twaine, =. 
Newes came my Muſe maſt to the Sea againe ; 
She being fall of griefe, and quite diſmaid, 
Flies unto me, and cries to me for aid ; 
Bur all in vaine for ſuccour did ſhe crave, © 
I could not helpe her : but ſelfe doe, ſelfe have. 
I told her plaine my minde, whatT thaught beſt, 7; 
To arme her ſelte and goe, ſince ſhe was preſt. |. 
Soto the ſea the ſecond rime ſhe went, E” | 

Againſt all wind and weather being benr. Þ © 
Let Criteicks cracke and crow, let Roylters raile,*F?- 
No ſtorm(ſaid ſhe)(bal make me now (trike ſaile,” } 
A little wetting ſhallnot make me ſhrinke : ©*Þ/ 
Ile hoiſt up faile, though | be ſure to finke. 
| Thento her tacklings did ſhe ſtoatly ſtand 
The ſe-ond voyagetill ſhe came to land, | 
Good gentle firs, ler me now beg this boone, '*Þ- 
That ſhene'r paſle the ſeas, as ſhe hath done: 4 
The ſeas are dangerous, and the Ocean rough,” ©} 
And fince that ſhe hath ſervice done enough, | 
Now let her relt : ſceke not her heart to —_— 3 of 
: | Shes | 


; 


She's weather-beaten, old and ſprings: p (leake; 
The Pitcher being framed ne'r ſo ſtrong, 
Comes broken home, going to water long; 
Now let her reſt: give hera little breath, 
'Prefle her no more, leſt ſhe be preſt to death; 
/ But ſhe is bound. the ninth eime to the ſeas, 
She muſt not lie at harbour or at caſe; 

I cannot for my life her yoyage ſtay : 

She's boutid,and being bound, ſhe mult obey 
Farewell, deare Muſe. I thought eels to þd 
Thee weary ofthe world, or heros 


\Tothe Booke. 


Miz {vip doth on the Ocean fleet, _ 
That every circumſpetiing eye may ſee's : 
Now un her jonruey left ſhe chance to faile, 

Let Printers pray ſhe may have happy ſaile. 


a4 Toche Reader, Þþ 


0 we me there bethat praiſe whats good they beer | 

And ſome there are that carpe what ere it be : 1 

Some men in Zoilus ghoſt will ſoone appeare, f 

And ſome with Ariftippus flatterie, Þ 
But Carpe at what you can difpraiſe back-bite, | 
Ile never hide ny Poems from the light. 


/ 


To the envious Reader. _y 


P Ale fated Envy, aimey at greateſt men, 

yo And by her nature ever ſeekes to clime, 

*  Ifitbe(0, ſurely fre will not then, 

f Looks downe ſo lew as for to view my Rinne : 

But if againſt ber nature ſpe will ſee't, 

Her face to face,my verſe ſpall dare to _ 
Ls 


A Deſcription of 


LOVE. 


E'r toucht my lips, the Heliconman Well, - 
Mine yes ner gaz dupon Parnaſſ#s hill, 
My re, p" id never ancienc ſtories tell, 
My hand did never hold a cucicns quill, 

| Yet write I mult, but if I barren be, 
| And ſhew no wit, Ile ſhew my induſtry. 


 - Whereis themortall man that can define, + * - 

"{ Thethingcal'dlove, which all the gadsdo honor? 
. Her greatneſſe goes beyond the wit of mine, - 

I goe beyond my wits to thinke-upon her: 
The more I think what this fame love ſhoald 
The leſſe Idoe conceive what thing is ſhe. be 


A taske molt weighty doe I undergoe, - - 

By undertaking for to ſpeake of Love, | 
Whoſe bare deſcription. 1 did never know, - - 
Whole definition-paſe the gods above : (blind; 
She's deaf, yet hears; ſhe's dumb, yer ſpeaks;ſhe's 
{5 » Yet arm likesſhe ſeeth betore,behind, _ 


_ - 
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A Deſcription v of Love: 


Like unto Summers eraſe ſhe's freſh and greenes | | 


Stradomes the body, as the flowers the ficld:; 
She ina beggar lives as in a Queene, | 
She conquers /Aars, & yerro Hars ſhee'l yeeld ; 
She's white, ſhe's red,ſhe s yellow as the gold, 
+ She'sever living,yer 1s never old. | 


Inviſible ſhe is, yer her we ſee ; | 
Both heaven and earth this goddeſſe doth inherit, 
She's fleſh, ſhe's blood, ſhe's bone as well as we, 
Yet can ſhe nothing doe but witha ſpirit. 

She is a ponderous feather, witty folly, 

A quicke thing ſlow, a merry melancholy. - 


Shee'l ſoone be angry, ſhee'l be pleas'd as ſoone, 

Maliciouſneſſe ne'r harbours in her minde. 

She's hor 1'th morning, but ſhe's cold ere noone ; 

- She's rovgh,ſhe's calm, ſhe's hogiſh yer ſhe's kind 

Shee'l ſing,ſhee'l ſob,ſo that the curious fiRion, 
' May terme andcall her well, a contradiQion, 


She is areſtleſſe reſt a fervent cold, 
A wholeſome poyſon, ſhe'sa painefull pleaſure, 
Exceeding ſhame-faſte, ſhe's exceeding bold; 
She's bitter honey, ſhe's a gainleſſe treaſure, 

She's too too looſe, yet too too faſt a knot ; 
She is a helliſh Heaven, what is ſhe not? 


A Deſcription of Love. 
She made Lender paſſe the raging ſeas, 
His loving Hero that he mighteojoy ; 
Faire Helena did Part better pleale, +» 
Then all his kinsfolkes,or the wealth in Troy : 
She's ſuch athing that weſo much reſpeR, 
That we our friends As oar ſelves negleR, 


Our native Country doe weyquite forſake, 
Our prudent parents will we diſobey, 
Through defart places journies doe we thake, 
And ſo become ſome lurking Lions prey : 
Nay more than this,downquickto hell we goe, 
As Orpheus did, if tove would haveir ſo. 


Whilſt on the key cold earth our love doth lie, 

The ground ſends forth a comfortable hear, * 

Forgetting of her owne propricty, 

The ſtones ſeem ſoft whilſt love makes the her ſeat 
Down on the downs whilſt lovers lie together, 
The down ſeems down & every ſtone a tether. 


Who her enjoyes, enjdyes all earthly pleaſure, 
Who her enjoyes, can feele nocold nor hear, 
W ho her enjoyes, enjoyes a world of treaſure, 
Who herenjoyes, enjoyes his drinke, his meat, 
She's hony ſweec, her ſelte not mixt with gall, 
Who her enjoyes, enjoycth all inall.. 
| Bur 


: A Deſcription of Love. 
But if the-goddeſſe Love ſhould changed be, 
And not perpetually abide the ſame ; 

She headlong falls into extremity : 
She'takes upon her then another name. 


She is a Fury growne which once was 


Her white is blacke, her ſmilings —_—_ ares | 
ire: | 1 


Her galden hajres are turn'd to flimy Snakes, 


Her eyes like fire, her touch doth poyſon ſpit; 


Molt grim and dreadfully her head ſhe ſhakes, 

Which on her ſhoulders once did finely fir. 
Her pretty liſping tongue, & wanton ſpeeches, 
Arecurn'd to yelling,howling,& to ſcreeches. 


She whom the gods did loveto looke upon, 
" Makes P/mroquiver at her odious ſight : 
Who was a Mate moſt meer for love alone, 
Is now become a Fiend in darkſome 5: nn 
Who once was lovely and in rich eſtate, 
Is wretched, hurtfull,and is carn'd to hate. 


You youthfull youths will not ſo often knocke,. 


And bear their tender fiſts againſt the doore, 
Bur raſt and canker now conſumes the locke, 


For want of uſe which ſbinde with uſe before. - 
She keeps her home,and lurking there doth lie, 


In holes and corners free from company: 


Speake 


LL 
>. 
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A Deſcription of Love. 
Speake what ſhe will, ſhe may, there's none that 
Let her bite,back-bite;{lander or revile, (heares: 
Weep whilſt ſhe's weary,nonereſpeRs her tears 


> We know they come but from a Cracodile; 
. Weknow herarts, her cunning,charms & skill, 


Who can ſceme kind to thoſe lhe means to. kill, 


Then why for Roſa ſhould I carke and care? 
Why for my Roſa ſhould I forrow feele, 
Being thee $ falſe as much as ſhe is faire ? 
What once lay at my heart,lies at my heele > 
For why, a foole I ſhould accounted be, -. 
To diefor her that ſcornes to live withme, 


Farewell my Ro/a, as fickle as the winde,.. 
Yet reade theſe verſes which | make of you, 
Scan them your fingers, and youle finde,. 


| Thatevery ſtaffe and line of theſe be true: 


' Then fince that ycu and I are now apart 
My verſes feet be truer than thy heart. 


Curſt be that beauty which was once my blifle, 

Curſt be thoſe twinckling (tar-like cies of thine, 
Curſt be thoſe lips which gave me kifſe for kifle, 
Curſt be the tong which roid me then wert mine. 

Curſt be thoſe arms which once did hold me 
And ten times curſed be what c'r thong my faſt 
Ow 


A Deſcription of Love: 
Now to ſome uncouth defart will T goe, 
There will IT lay me downe in melancholy, 


VVherecroaking roads lie chrocling out my woes . 


Oc where ſome ſnakes lie hiſſing in my folly : 
There will I lay me downe there will I ſtay, 
And never turneantill I turne to clay. 


Bart ſofr, what flumber hath mine eyes oppreſt? 
VVharidle fantafies diſturbemy braines * * 
What isitmakes me ratle amidſt my reſt? 
In ſlumber ſweet, what makes me talke of paines ? 
Pardon ſweet Love, on me compaſſion take, 
For this I dreaming or in paſſion ſpake. 


The Helitrophium makes no ſhew at night, 

The proudeſt Peacocke hath no pleaſing cry, 

The glittering Sun reſcrves his torall light, 

Though miſty clouds may keepe it from our eye : 
Pardon fweert love, once more I pardon aske, 


Faire is not foule, although ſhe weare a maske. | 


He ſomtimes feeles the pricks that puls the Roſe, 

VVho hony rakes, may ſometimes touch the filing, 

The faireſt lowers may offend the noſe, 

Death may beneare,alchough the ſwan doth ſing: 
Checks fro ſuch cheeks, & frowns f16 (uch a face, 

Sweet love, I like,fo | may thee imbrace, _ 


a. 


— 


| oF Deſcription of Love. + 

. Thet promiſe me I may enjoy thy ſight, 

' ind faithfully thy wordand promiſe keepe, 
+ LeRtTlietumblingall rhe irkfome night, 

Telling the tedious minutes wanting ſlcepe. 

| , For whenones love doth ſtay a while away, 

| - Eachminute ſeems an houre, each houre a day. 
| Secnp. 
VVhat if I walk moſt richly throughthe towne? 
| VVhatifI be ador'd like Aſ«bomer ? | 

VVhac if I takemy reſt on beds of doune? 
{ V'Vhat if I doe enjoy whole kingdomes? yet 
| .All chis is nought, unlefle my Roſa be 
In preſenceto bebold my braverie 
KE - | Hearing, | 
| VVhar ifthe beſt Muſicians that be, 
Take intheir hand ſeverall inſtrument, 
+ And play to me the ſweeteſt harmonie, 
| Thatever was? yet wete it no content ; 
|. The ſweeteſt tune ſeeme harſh unto mine care; 
' Unlefle my &Ro/a be in place to heare. 

| Smelling, 
Whar if my skin ſhould be by nature ſweet 
Like Altxanders ? what if by perfumes (ſireet ? 
Each man ſhould ſmell me pafling through the 
{ VVhac if my ſmell make ſweet il-ſmelling rooms? 
| Theſe ſmels,theſe odours little will content me, - 
, Unleſle my Roa be in place to ſent me. 
# Taſting. 


* 


f 


Her voyce is pleaſant muſicke ro the eare, 
Het lockes doe like our fight exceeding well : 


A DINE of Love fl 


hier ar table Bey, richly 
ba the beſt junkets.can bo m 
If NeRarbe my drinke, ifth at my 
Beofthe pureſt Mancher wade:w what Gs ? 
"Alltheſe delights will not my palace pleaſe, ' þ 
"Lefſe my Roſa __ in place to talte of theſe. Þ} 
eels | 3 * 
What if the faireſt Damiclisi in the Land © 
With ſilk-like skin, and alablaſter white, 4.1 
Should all at once before me naked Rtand "1% 
To touch : they neither pleaſe my touch or fight: { 
Roſa i is ſhe, like whomrhere is none ſuch, 
_ Shets my cye,care,ſmell,my taſte,my touch. 
All the ſenſes. 
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Feed on her lips ſhe is the daintieſt cheare, b 
all perfumes ſhe is the ſweereſt ſmell : 
Our hot.defire her water onely quenches, | 
She is the touch, the very fenſe of ſenſes, ] 
She is the Starre by whom the ſhipmen fayle, '|'& 
te is the hatches,ſhe, wherein they reſt ; 41 
She is the wind that makes the proſperous gale, 11 
che-is the haven, he, whichpleaterh beſts | © 
| Shee is the Dol phin which Aron did | 
I from danger, whillt he plaid and rid. | 


Then : 

l 
© * 
F 


FT ADeferipionef Love. 


\Þ Then be my Pilot todire& my-ſhip, 
'F Be thou the only houſe where | may dwell, 
'$ Be thou the only cup to touch my lip, 
- +. Be thou my heaven, and I (hall fezle no hell, 
Be thou my winde ; in ſpite of e-£olws, 


My journey then mult needs be proſperous. 


F Now what is Love, or what may we it call, 
| Tell me,Q thou that trieſt? doe beſeech 
+ You ſce, that onely ſhe's the ſen(ts all; 

4-1 thjinke ſhe's alſo all the parts of ſpeech :: © 
T Tocall her firſta Nowne, | thinke ic good, 


2 4: What can be felt,ſeene, heard, or underſtood. 


| | Nomne, :.. 

4 She 19a Nowne, and a Nonre ſubſtantive, 
And by thar name I may her rightly call, 

| V Vho ſtands her ſelf, unlefſe another [trive 


An Adjeftive (he may be alto faid, 
W ho ſometime doth require anothers aid. 


| The beſt of all Grammarians reports ; 
4 itbe lo, yer both of thele is ſhe; 


+ She's doubtfull,common,yet no moe than 
| n 


F 


x 


8, 


1 To fling her downe, and force her for to fall : 


1] Bat of Nownes ſubſtantive there are two ſorts, 
Some Nowns are proper, others common be, 


She's proper,ſ{mall, and of bur fender bone. 


4 
* 
o 


one. - 
A , 


A Deſcription of Love; 
: eA Pronoane. 
She is a Pronowne, like unto a Nowne, 
A Pronowne now ſhe may be called well, 


For ſhe what ere is done throughout the towne, - 


To-every one, that comes, will hew and tell; 
She bulie is, like Poets that be verſing, 
She doth delightin ſhewing and rehearſing. 
AVerbe. | 
She'sa Yerbe Alive, for if any wooe, 
And aske her if he loves, ſhee'l fay, I doe; 
of is a Paſſive too, for (heel fit ſtill, 
And ſuffer any man to have his will ; 
Bur yer toher 1 ne'r will bea ſurer, 
She's AFive, Paſſive, but ro me a Newter. 
. A Portioiple. 
She is 8 Participle too, I know, 
For ſhe hath ewo ſtrings ever to her bow ; 
She is a Nowne, a Verbe, yet ſometimes neicher, 
She ſometimes only takes bur part of either, 
Foure kindes of Participles now there be : 
But ſhe is of the Prererten/ſe with me. 


An Adverbe. 
eAdverbes of divers kindes I know there be; 
An Adverbe then of any kinde 1s ſhe, 
Somtime ſhe is of place,for here and theve, 
May looke for her,you'l find her any where ; 


| 


' . 


She's | 


| 


She's any Adverbe ;if you would know why ;- 


: She'l wich, ſhell ſweare,flatrer, affirme,deny. 


eA Conunttion, 
She's a Comwnttion copulative;for either, 
As cloſe as waxe ſhe joineth things together, - 
Or a Ds/-junttive, for ſhee'lſtjrupitrife, 
(Having a naughty tongue) twixtman and wife r 
She 38a thing that's fit for any fundien, 
She's any thing, tharefore any Cinjunition. 
A Prepoſition. 


* Sheis a partof ſpeech commonly ſet - 


Before all other parts of ſp:eches;yet 

This part of ſpeech, we very often finde 

Beyond, befide,nigh, through;abour,behinde, 
She is a Prepoſriox likewiſe ſeen, | 
Within, withoat,againſt,beneath,betweene. 


en Izterjeftion, 
Since ſhe is any thing, we laſt of all, 


' May rightly her an 7zterje2tion call ; 


$omerimes ſhe's curſt, ſometimes exceeding kind 


. Troubled with divers paſſions of the mind ; 


Of marvelling.ſhe's often, as Pape, 
Sometimes of laughing too, as he habe. 


O you moſt brave conjuring Seminaries, 
Read and attend my wofull wooing ſtory » - 
pdevs alas 4g. B Take 


Bonnet. | 
Take beads,make crofles, ſay your Ave Ilaries, | 
And pray I may be out of Purgatorie : | 
For if I'me not in Purgatoriec here, 
xle not beleeve there's any any where. f 


BOAR SL ASS CNS LOBO8ABES 


COTPIRE? 
Epigra My. 


Tothe conrteous Reader. | 


Heſe Epigrams I made ſeven years agoe, 
Before | rime or reaſon ſcarce did know: 
* Condemneme not fer making theſe,alas, 
It was not ], I am notasI was. 


Of a Legacie not an Ambaſſadour. 


As 'ovas my fortune by a wood to ride, 
Thw two men, their armes behinde them tide, ; 
| The one lamenting there what did befall, | 
Cride, I'me undone my wife and children all : | 
The other hearing him,aloud did crie, 
Vndoe me then let me no longer lie : 
Bur to be plajne,che men which there 7 found, 
were both undone indeed,yet both faſt hong. 
Ul 


4 (ke See 


} Met wich a ſpirit; whetherit was good ot bad, 


{* Thar fooles well monifi 


| Fpigrams. 


Toa Barber, 


T ouſori44 onely lives by cutting haire, | 
And yet he brags, that Kings to hit ſit bare, 
Me thinks he ſhonld not brag and boaſt of it, 
For he muſt ſtand ro beggers while they fit. 


He taſtes of bis bitten nailes, 


Philomathes once ſtudying to indite, 
Nibled his fingers and his nailes did bite : 
By this 7 know not whar he did intend, 
Unlefſe his wiclay at his fingers end. 


Of one [ubjeft his Wife, 
NofHivagms walking in the evening fad, . 
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He did not know : yet contage he did take, ©. 

And to the wandrihg ſpiritthus he ſpake, 

It good then bee it thou'tt have no filly men, 

If thou beeſt bad, thou'ſt cauſe to love me then, 
For 7thy kinſman atn, my wife's ſo evill, 
That 7 am ſure 7 married with the divell. ' 


| O f Natwve. | 
Nature did well in giving poore men wit, 
e may-pay for it, 
B 


# = 
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Epigrams, ; 
To a Lawyer. 


To goe to Law, Thave no maw, 
Although my ſuir be ſure, 

For I (hall lack ſutes ro my back, 
EreI my ſate procure, 


Demoſthenes hu inyerfſetion. 


Demoſthenes beth learning had and wit, 

As we may gather by the bookes he writ, 
Then blame him not having ſo much to utter, * 
Tf that his tongue did trip,or he did ſtucter, 


Of a Tobacconiſt. 


If mans fleſh be like ſwines,as it is ſaid, 

The metamorphoſis is ſooner ade. 

Then full-fac'd Gzetbo no tobacco take, 
Smoaking your corps, leſt bacon you doe make. 


Of a drunkard. 


Cinna one time moſt wonderfully ſwore, 
That whilſt he breathed he would drink no mores 
Bur fince I know his meaning, forl thinke, 


as ; 


He ment,he would not breath whilſthe did ay 


Et 
Epigrams. 
Of flatterers. 


Whilſt on the Helitrophinms So! doth ſhine, 
Her clos'd and twiſted ſelfe it dothuntwine, 
Burt when from her bright Phab+ takes his light 
She ſhuts againe as ſcornfull to the night; 
Whilſt on me Phebus ſun-ſhine hewes his face, 
Each man with open armes will me imbrace : 
But when the ſunne of fortune gins to ſer, - \ 
They clutch their own,having no more to get+ 


Of 4 proud man, 


Syla would take theupper hand of me, 

| Saying he was a better man than I ; 

I knew my ſelfe his better for to be, 

But yet the wall 7 gave him willingly. 
The wall he took, and take it everſhall, 
For ſtill the weakeſt goeth to the wall. 


T he wnconflancy of a woman, . 


A woman may be faire and yet her minde 
Is as unconſtant as the wavering winde, 
| Yea herſelfe is faire,ſhe ſhineth farre ; 

; Yet ſhe's a Planer and no fixed ſtarre. 
B4 


PLSYaMS, 
T he pride of Baſſa, 


k | 
Tt ic be true as ancient authors write, 
That Blackamores doe paint their Divels white,” | 


Then why doth Beſſ# bragge thar ſhe is faire, | 


When:ſuch as ſhe moſt like the Divels are. 


. * Of the Phyſitians of ox time. 
Twixt former times and ours there is great odds; 
For they held men that were Phyſicians, gods, 
O what a happy agelive we in then, 
That have ſuch gods, tetore that they bemen? | 


Poore mens bappineſſe. 
Fortune doth favour poore men moſt of all, 
They hope to riſe, but rich men 96rbn to fall, 


Toa Shromaker. | 
Coriatzſhooes, and ſhirt did never ſhift 
Tn bis laſt ns. ah , would you know his drift ? 
Te was becauſe he ſcorn'd that any one | 
Should ſay, he'was a ſhifting companion. 


To 4a bald man, 


| Calurc to combe his head doth take no care: 
For why *chere breeds no nits where two no 
j aife. 
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Epigrams. 


Ofthe ſame, 


Haire on my head 7 never {labber ſhall, 


Nor Calvs his, for he had none art all. 


 TotheF owles. 


As Anceps walked with his pecce to ſhaote, 
Vpon a toad by chance he {et his foote; | 
With that he ſtraight-way ſtarted back,and aid, 
It was the towleſt creature that was made; 

But fay he whar be will, / chinke not fo, 

For he himſelfea Fowler was 1 know. 


Of aStammerer, 


Balbus with other men wou!d angry be, 


Becauſe they could ppt ſpeake ſo well as he ;, 
For others ſpeak but with their mouth,he knows, 
But Balbws ſpeaks both through the mouth and_. 


Let no day paſſe without learning ſomewhat. 
By ever learning, So/ox waxed old, = 4 
For time he knew, was better farre thangold. 
Fortune would give him gold which woulddecay 
Bur fortune cannot give him yeſterday. Jo 
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Fpigrams. 


No trath in wine, 
Trath is in wine, but none can finde icthers, 
For in your Tavernes men will lie and ſweare, 


Of a Pater, 
Priſcu is excellent in making faces, 
For he his eyes, his noſe, his mouth diſplaces, 
Since he hath skill in making theſe alone, 
1 wonder much he mendeth not his owne. 


Of « forſworne Maid. | 
Roſa being falſe and perjur'd, once a friend, 
Bid me contented be, and marke her end 
Bur yet I care not, let my friend goe fiddle, 


Andlet him mark her end,lle mark her middle. 


T he nnconſtancy of times. 
Thoſe men that travell all the world abour, 
Doegoe to finde the rareſt faſhions out ; 
For all the neweſt faſhions that we weare, 
We have beyond Sea : they their faſhions here ; 
But now the world of faſhions ſeemeth dry, 
We look to finde them in the ſtarry skie. 
For if you mark jt now this faſhion*snew, 
To weare a ſtacre on a Poloay ſhooe, 
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Epigrams. 
Of a flatterer. 


| The dogge willever bark before hebite, 
The theefe will bid you ſtand before heel fight; 
Exch lurking beaſt, with ſome ſowre viſage will, 
Shew you a former (igne of following ill : 
But Marcxs yetis ten times worle than theſe, 
Whoſe hart is killing when his words dopleaſe. 


\ Of a Conrtier, 


Man's but a worme, the wiſeſt ſort doth ſay, 
Yet Cl/:m the Courtier goes in finearray, 
So that if man's a worme till he's deceaſt, 
| He meanes to be afilk-worime 2t the lealt. 


On the death of Achilles. 


\ Achilles heart no wound would hurt, his minde 
| Nochance could fright, as we inſtory finde « - 
But yet he dyed when he did Pars feele, 

Surely I think his heart was in his hcele, 


Fpigrans. 
9 - 
Of a boaſter. Es 


| | vi 
When fooliſh 7carr like a bird would flie, 11 
With waxed wings hee did aſcend on hie - IJ 
But when that Phebau ſaw his proud intent, I 
Him headlong downe into the ſea he ſent. 

Then /carm cry'd, O that 7 had my wiſh, 
I would not be a dird, but be a fiſh. 


l L 

The pride of Woman. E 
E 

\ 


Why women weare a fall, / doe not know, | 
Unlefle it onely be tro make a ſhow, | 

'Tr's rrue indeed, to pride they're givengll, + 
And pride, the Proverbe ſajes, maſt have a fall. 


Of one without teeth, | 
To Fsſca beet and bacon's very loathſome, _ | 
Chickins and Pigeons are not very toothſome : | 
No marvell thongh if then ſhe cannot earte, | 
She hath no teeth, and they are toothfome mear: 


. Of « Subberne Women, | 
My wife while ſhe doth live her will will take, 
For when ſhe dying is, no V Vill muſt make : 


| —— 
- 


But if heel promiſe quickly for to die, 
Negrant her will, her life time willingly. 


|, 


of © 


Epigrams. . 
Of falſe accuſers or back-biters. 


| When Co drus catches fleas, what erc he ailes; 
_ | He kills them with his teeth, not with his nailes ; 
Saying that man by man might blamelefle goe, 
If every one would uſe back-biters ſo. 


Of maſter Leech who ran @way. 


A Pillar of the Church ſome Leech doe call, 
; But ſuch as he are Caterpillars all. 
Hes fled to Rome, there's roome for ſach as he, 


We love his roome but not his company. 


T he conntenance deſcries the mind. 


If Phzbus good and bad doth ſee, *ris figne 

| Baſſaisbad ; for ſhe when So/ doth ſhine, 

Doth weare a mas ke,leſt ro the peering Sanne, 

' Her countenance ſhould tell what ſhe hath done. 


eAn 
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Epigrams . 


An anſwer to Aomw. = 
Whilſt I, as I was wont, went neate and fine ; 
ſomes me delicatulum did call : | 
This was the anſwere which I made te him,, 
Take you but halfe che word and Ile takeall. 


T he eAuthors education. 


The Citie Londoy ro me life did give, 

And Weſtminſter did reach me how to live : 
To whether place I doe moſt dury owe, 
Sood Readers tell me, for Lhardly know. 


K now thy ſelfe, that #, be not proud. 


Walking and meeting one not long agoe, 
Fask'd who'twas : he {aid he did not know: 
I faid I know thee,ſfo ſaid he,I you, 

But he that knowes himſelfe 1 never knew. | 


Truſt not 100 much to thy beauty. 


When ZBafa walks abroad ſhe paints her face, | 
And then ſhe would be ſeene in every place, | 
For then your gallants whoſoere they are, 
Vnder a colour will account her faire, 


Of { 


Epigrams. 
Of a leane man, 

When firſt of all 7 Macilent did ſee, 

An ugly ſpirit, 7thought him for to be ; 


But ſince /know the cauſe he look'd ſogrimme, 
Had hardly fleſh enough to coyer him. 


OE IINCIIIEY Sb a 


Of an Vſurer. 


Griper more money got than he could ſpend, 

| By money which to Ars he did lend, 

| Say whathe will, he was no gainer yet : 

But hea looſer was whichſo did get: | 
To get by coz'ning, was his whole pretence, 
By getting ſo, he loſt his conſcience. 


Of the ſame. 


| Much gold you Griper gather and corrade, 

| Bylending out to uſe, a damned trade, 
But whilſt of gold you are a Hell-u-o, 
Much to the Devill, much co Hell you owe. 
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Fpigrams.. 


Of a great gormonaiſmng belly. 


Gafter did ſeeme to me to want his ge, J 
For he could neither ſee his legs nor thighes ;. . / 


Bat yet it was. not fo, be had his fight, - ' / 
Only his belly hanged in his light. | 

Of a Page, - . 
Sextxs in old apparell ſtilldoth goe, 
Yer all bis ſate 18 new from top to toe : 


Tc is no marvell though if this be true, 
His maſters old apparellmakes him new. 


Of a pratler having no teeth. 


Nature the teeth doth as an hedge ordaine, | | 
The nimble frisking tongue for to containe : | 
No marvel! then ſince that the hedge 18 out, | 
If Fnſcus tongue walketh 1o falt about. | 


Neceſſity hath no law, 


| 
Flerws did beat his Cooke and gan to ſweare, | 
Becauſe his meat was rotten roſted there. F 
Peace good fir,quoth the Cook,need hath no law, | 
'Tis rotten roſted caſe twas rotten raw. of 


Epigrams. 
! | . Of one without earts, 

T bra{o gpon a pillar loſt his eare, - | _ 
| And ever ftiice he hid that place with baire ;' 


| Now leſt thou 7hraſo, or his friend would be, 
Cug off your locks, that we your cares may ſee. 


| - poverty of Irs, 


Trws uſing to lye upon the ground, © 
One morning under him a feather found, = i 
| Have [ all night here line ſo hard (quoth be) 

' Having bur one poore feather ander me? 
| - I wonder much then how they take theit caſe 
| That night by night, lie on a bed of theſe. 


| | | Dfe il wife. 


Priſcus was weeping when his wifedid die, _ 
| Yer he was then in better caſe than 1; _ 
Y ſhould be merry and ſhould think to thrive, 


", Had I but his dead wife for mine alive, 
C ef 


; Epigrams. | 


A darks ſentence or ariadle, © 


As Sextas once was opening of a nut, 

With a ſharp knife his finger deeply cut, 

V Vhat figne is this quoth he can any tell ? (i 

Tis ligne yu one, y'bave cut your finger wel: | 
Not ſo {aith he, for now my finger's fore,” 
And I am ſure that it was well before, 


Of the pdverty of Codrus. 


Codru did ſerve amultitude with meat, 
Yet he hicmſelfe had nothing for to cate : 
Some men may think this frolick miſery, | 
Or miſerable liberality. | 

Vermin did feed on him, when he perhaps, ' 
Did cirher feed on noching or on ſcraps. 


' Of a covetons man. 


Creſw is rich and pallant, faire and fat : 

Cedrws, thou art but peore, and whar of that ? 
When he is dead,rell Cre/ws chis from me, __ 
More worms will feed on him, than wall on thee. 
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| Gnatho did fiveare that he would drink no moe, 
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E pigrams 


Of agreat drinker. 
Bid Gnatho hear a Sermon, then hee'l fay, 
Hes a dry fellow that doth preach to day ; 
Bar he's a dryer fellow ſare [chinke;. 
That ne'r has from his noſe a pot efdrinke. 


j 


Of the ſame. 


Flinging the beere away, 'cauſe icran low,' 
Nay faich,ſaies one,it is a finne to ſpilr, 
| For that is noble beere, that runs at Tilc. 


0 f chaſt Love. 


Many accule me, 'cauſe I could doe nothing, 
Many accule me,” cauſe [ was a flow thing: 

Bur (oft my Maſters, 1 was peliticke;  . | 
For had not 7 beene flow, ſhe had beene quicke. 


Toa Cuckold. 


Cornmt call'd his wife,both whore,and flute, _ 
Quoth ſhe you never leave yourþrawhng butt; 
Batt what quoth he? quoth ſhe,che poſt or door, 
- For you have hornes co butt,if Imea whore. 
"C2 en 


Epigrams. 
An Epigram.. 


| TheShopmen gallane goe, and ſpruſe they are, | 
, . And give their workmen what they liſt for ware: 


They drink good wine,they feed upon Anchoyes - 


Sic vos non vob, fertu aratra boves, E 
An Epigram. 


When I in preſſe ſaw theſe things,oot long fince 

I judg'd they had been tryed by the bench ; 

For if the Jury once had gone upon them, 

"Lefle they'd bin hang'd erbutrn'd, what had come 
(on them. 


; ToG.F. 


Since you your ſeite did break, you cunning re, 
Caoz' ning yeur kindred chus with broken ware. 


To MP, 


Six yeares I was a ſervant unto thee, 
Had'1 ſerv" d one yeare more 1 had been free, 
Bur ſince you got me once upon the hip, 
 Youturn'd me off before my Prentiſhip, 

d An 
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Phigrams. 
An Epigram, 


Cinnalov'd Roſa well, thinking her pure 
And was not quiet till he made her ſure, 
She married yet another, but the end 

Is this, ſhe's Cimaes wife, the ethers friend. 


T0 certaine Academians.. 


f 


Yon that ſo many precious houres loſe, 
Fall cloſe unto your ſtudy, let your Mule | 
Think upon nought bur goednefle; ſtarve,& pine 
Before an houre paſſe without aline. 

For even as the river ebbes and flowes, 

This traſh and earthly treaſure comes and goes, 
But learning laſts untill the day of doome, 

Sea cannot finke it, nor fire it conſume. 

W hat if thy friends thee meat nor mony ſend ? 


| Spend thy time well, than haft enough to ſpend. 
. What if thou belt by chance in priſon caſt? 


Mongſt thoſe that are in want,thou'le find a waſt. 
Nay one may come, thy face that'ne're did ſee, 
And ſer thee ont, as one deliver'd me. 

REO OTH A 


| Lov'd a Lafle a faire one, 
As faire asere was ſeenc, 
She was indeed a rare one, - 
Another Sheba Queene. - 
But foole as then I was, 
I thought ſhe lov'd me:too, 
But now alas (h'as left me, 
Falero,lero loo, - 


Her haire like gold did gliſter, 
Each eye was like a ſtarre, + 
She did ſurpaſfe her ſiſter, 
W hich paſt all others farre, 
She would me hony call, - 
She'd © ſhe'd kifſe me too, 
But now alas fh as left me, 
i. Faleroflerojler. 


A Love Sonnet. 
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; She made my heart full glad, 


Sonnets. - 


| Jn Stimmer-time to IMedley, 


My love and I wouldgoe, _ 
The boat-men there ſtood read 
My love and 77 to rowe: 


For Cream there would we call, | 


For Cakes, and for Prunes too, 
But now alas ſh'as left me, 
Faleyo,lero,leo, 


Manya merry meeting 
My love and 7 have had : 
She was my onely ſweeting, 


The teares ſtood in her eyes 
Like ro the morning dew, 
But now alaſſe (h'as left me, - 


F alero leroloo. | 


And asabread we walked, 
As Lovers faſhion is, 
Oft as we ſweetly talked, 
The Sun would ftealea kifle: 
The winde upon her lips, 
Likewiſe moſt ſweetly blew, 
Bur now alas ſh'as left me, 
Falero,tero leo, 


C4 


Her cheekes were "We Cherie, 
Her skinas white as ſnow, . _* 
When ſhe was blythand merrie, 
She Angel-like did (how ; . 
Her waſlt exceeding fmall, 
The fives did fir her-ſhooe, 
But now alas ſh'as left me, 

Falero, lero,loo, 


In Summer time or winter, 
She had her hearts defire, | | 4 
I till did ſcorne ro ſtime her, 22 Þ 
From ſugar, ſack, or fire : 3 
The world went round oſs _— | 
No cares we ever knew, 
But now alaſſe ſh'as left me, 
| Falero,lero, (00. 


As we walk'd home together, 
At midnight through the towne, 
To keep away the weather, 

O'ce her I'de caft my gowne: 
No cold my love honid feele, 
What cre the heavens could doe, 
But now alafle ſh'as left me, - 

4 Faleroylers,los, 


Sonnets... 
Like Doves we would be billing, 
And clip and kifle ſo faſt, T> 

- Yet ſhe Loghd be unwilling, 
That I ſhoald kifle the laſt, 
They're T#dac kifſes now, 

| Since that they prov'd untrue, 
For now alaſle (þ'as left'me, 
Falers,lero,loo, 


To Maidens vowes and ſwearing, 

Henceforth no credir give, 

You may givethem the hearing, 

Bur never them beleeve; 

They are as falſe as faire, 

Vnconſtanr,fraile,untrue, 

For minealaſle hath lefc ine, 
Falero,lero,loo. 


Twas I that paid forall things, | 
Twas other drank the wine, 

I cannor now recall things, 
Livebur a fooleto pine, 
Twas [ that beat the buſh, 

The bird to others flew. 

For ſhe alafſe hath lefe me, 

| Falcro,tero loo, 
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| ever that dame Nature, 


1Sonnets, | 


For this falſe Lovers ſake, 

Another loving creature,' 

Like unto her would make, 

Let her remember this, 

To make the other truce, 

For this alas hath left me, 
Falero lero boos. 


NbÞ riches now can raiſe me, 
No want makes me deſpaire. 
| No miſerie amaze me, 
Nor yet for want /'care : 
Thave loſt a world it ſelfe, 
My earthly heaven adue, 
Since ſhe alas hath left me, 
| Falero\lero,loo, 


To his Love fearing 4 Corrivall. 
e poys'nous Spider and thelab'ring Bee, 


Bur yet in nature mach they diſagree : 
For poyſon one, the other hony pluckes. 


Youare the flower (you know my meaning)he 
| The poys'nous Spider is, and 7 the Bee, 


The one and (elf-ſame flower dayly ſackes ; 


Bute 
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T am the Bee, if thou wilt be the Hive, 
Wherein no black nor poys'nous moilture lies; /* 
Te be a, painfull Bee, 7le daily ſtrive, — .. 
How toreturne to thee wich loaden thighes : 
And in the winter, when all lowers peril] 
The hive the b:e,the bee the hive thal cheriſh, 


Tis not your fringe 


O that I were a Hat for ſuch a Head ! 

O that I were a Glove for ſuch a Hand / 

O that I were your ſheets within your Bed ! 

O that I were your ſhooe whereon you ſtand £ 
To be your very ſmock | Ide daily ſeeke; _ 
So that you would not ſhift me once a weeke: 


Blegies. 
on like that ſwelling creature beſt, 
e onely trap can but inſnare a flie; 
Weleave my. writing, and 7le livein reſt, 
Untill another Love can like my eye. 

Bar if you leaving me, me none cat pleaſe, 
le lingring live mn paine, lle pine incaſe. 


| fringe, your gloves, your bands, your 
Your gold,your tathers goods that 7defire; (lace, 
* But 't1s your golden haire, your comely face, 
Tis that,O that, that ſets my heart on fire: (bue, 
Your hands,your heart, your love,your comely 
Makes me forget my ſelfe ; remembring you. 
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Je deepeſt waters have the ſmootheſt looks 

The faireſt ſhirc may hide the fowleſt skin, 
Bad lines are often writ in gilded bookes, : 
View not the 'out-ſide then, but looke within ; | 
Try ece you tru, and ifall rhings be rrae, 
Lock hands in hands,and ſcek not for anew. | 


1 muſt confeſſe andwill, I am but poore, 
Bur rich 1 am jn love, perhaps you know : 
Bat if you to ſome lighcer region ſoare, 
Diſdainiag for to take your flight ſolow, 
Take heed leſt by ſome vel'mency of weather, 
You chance to burn ſome,or ſcorch ſome other. 


But tell me ſweet, if that-thy minde be ſer | 
Vpon ſome other man ; or if you know, 
What thinz this Love ſhould be, if nor as yet, 
Ile reach you whar a thing is love; O no, 

What thing is love ? how can you learn of me, | 


When firſt 7 learn'd to love by ſeeing thee ? | 


The D | k 
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The decent rowhing of thy lovedy eve, | - © 
Thy chkas lilly eh hach ſirmek.me dead; 
Without a terich. Ne, what is Love ? Tis I, 
Tis you, *tis you, 'ris both together, (hicher. 
You love, 1 love, both love : ſweet love, come 


1 caſt an eye upon you yeſter night, 


Bat Phabus Horſes went too great a pace,  \ 
Vnwilling to afford me ſo much light, 
Wherein { plainly might ditcerne your face : 
In ſpice of Phabm,tay in ſpite of you, (true, 
Ile looke, Ile love, *cis ſomewhat ſtrange,bur 


Deſiring 


Deliringan an{wer from 
| "- by Love, | 


| 74 that 1 am unworthy of your love, 

Let me be worthy of your anſwer yet, _ 

That I may know whether 7muſt remove 

My deare aff:&ion from you now, and ſer. 

My mind upon my bookes, which now 7 feare 
1 ſpend in Love-toyes,and am ne'r the ncere. 


Prethee, ſweet Love,ſome pretty thing indite, 
Let thole thy preccy fingers hold a Pen; 
Vpon ſome Pretty Piece of Paper write, 
Nature made maidens pretty, and not men. 
W hat Midas tuucht was gold, you are ſo witty 
Thar what you write,or touch, or do,is pretty. 


If you want Paper, Paper will I ſend you, 
If you want Inks, He likewiſe ſend you Inke ; 
If that you want a Pen, a Pen Ile lend you, 
Whatere you want, if that /can butthinke - 
W hat *cis, /de freely give it to you, ſo 
You would but ſend an anſiyer, 7, or no. 
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Fpigrams. 
I doe hot write to thee for hope of gaines ; ' 
| Butonely for togainethy love, forhen 
.7 prethee Roſa take a little paines ; 
| "Once more I prethee Roſ# hold aPen: 
Tong to heare from thee, 1 faine would know 
An anſwer from thee quickly, 7, or no. 


If ic be I, then Roſs thou art mine 

Then will we ſpend our youthtal daies in pleaſure 
If it be no, then Ro/a am | thine : a 

| Whaterethy anſwer is thou art miy treaſure. 

Tf that (ſweet heart) you"lknow thereaſon why 
Te is becauſe a Maidens Ne is I. 


1 Wegies, 
. \ "Jn Anſwer tobey Anſwer, © 
Weet Miſtris,Reſa, for whoſe onely ſake , 


A journey through the dangerous unconth places, 
I'demeaſure all the world with weary paces 


To doe you good : nay more, I'de loſe my heart, - 
| Rather than hive your little finger {mart:-. - 


But whep you chance to read the ſame, Iflacter 


; You then will ſay; but okyic is no matter, 
' Mock, floyt,negleR,diſdaine,ſpit,{pite, contemne; 


I necds muſt love my earthly Diadem. 

I flouted others once-in miſerie, . -- 

But other men may now well flout at me; 
This is that dire and curſed puniſhment, 
W hichall the gods above to me have ſent 
For all my faulrs,O ſee, with pittie ſee, 


* Sweet Love,thy Loye in wofull miſerie, 


Whole eyes ne'r {leep,whoſe fancy ſtill is doing, 
Since that he knew what did belong to wooing : 
Thon artthe C/orbo that hath [pun my thred, 

By which Iſcemto live, but yet am dead. 8 


/ _Butprethee Re/A, if thow'lt ſtop my breath, 


Kill quick, let me not have'a lingring death : 
Pirty, pity, pitry, pitty, pitty, 


- Pretty, pretty, pretty, pretty, pretty, 


Sweert,golden,lilly,lively,tender maid, 
Looke,like,live,love me well,and Iam made . 
| 0 


— 
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derunchr ou gb-fire and.water,oay 1'de make | 


To bis ſecond Love. vn 


g jo hopeand fear, [ fear ((weetlove)] live,” 

Thinking my heart was given long agoe, 

Being one man has bur one heart rFpive, 

How cai you looke for mine, yet thinkenot fo ? 
'But try me,truſt me,and ſweet heart, you'l ſee, 
I have a hearr that's onely kepr for thee, 


Miſdoubt me-not, although T lov'd before, 
Miſdoubr me nor, but I lov'd faithfully, 
Experience makes me pow loveten times more, 
I kave my leſſen now without booke, I 
When farſt I lov'd, I-was a fondling feole, 
Now am I a Caprtaine made in Cwpids ſcoole, 


You ſmile on me, bur if yowIfmile no more, 
What wil thoſe men that know me now ſurmuſe,-- 
Being | was forſaken once before, 
They't thinke me batefull in a maidens eyes, 
Theyl thinke all hate me, or ſuppoſe indeed, 
I onely came to woos, but nor to ſpeed.” - * 
D 


®, 


O how much am I bound to Nature now, 
For making thee, that doſt lo farre excell, 
Her whom I thought excell'd all others ? how 
Am Ithen bound to Nature prethee tell, 

| The difference twixt my firſt love,and you, 


Is this, ſhe's faire and falle,chou faire and trae. : 


Miſdoubt me not, for by the Heavens aboye, 


Thou ſhalt not finde me wich a double tongue ; | 
.« For if I am the manthau can(t not love, 


I am the man that will doe thee no wrong. 
For if Lipeake by thee but any evill. 


Count meno more a man,count mea Devyill. 


LAS 808043000b08ehenegeogacs 


 - 'Of the burningof bu Letter. 


Ikeas the mothabourthe candle flies, 


Hoping to have ſome comfort from the light 


Scorcheth her wings, and-on a ſudden lies 
Panting upon the ground, er burned quite : 

_  SoLf{till hoping thee ſweet-heart, ro move, 
Conſume my ſelfe in burning flames of love. 


Alas 


Ls 
1 Alas, alas,th pony ſhinies lo bright, F 
[ It duls and Aizels all that doe come nigh thee, 
+ This isthecaule ] never come; but write, 
|  Wichout an Eagles eyc, how dareI eye hee ? 
A on” is blind; thenT in loving thee, 

| d looking too, ſhould be more blind than he, 


-| , Why doT figh;and fob,and broyle and burne > 
Why doe I ſeek to ſtrive againſt the ſtreame ? 
| Letters,nor love,nor feokes,thy heart can turne, 
Why doe I thett makelove any onely theame ? 
I love, you hate; I writejbut whar the better ? 
I burne in love, and youdoc'barme my lerter; 


{ Poore harmleſle verſes, what did yee commit? 
| Hard-hearted F/ors, How did they offend chee f* 
.} More verſes have [ made for theezbat yer (thee. 
He ſweare thou ſhalt hot burne the nexr He'fend 

' Burning's too baſe a death, therefore the reſt; 
1 If they deſerve to dye; they ſhall be preſt. - 
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Maſter Withers. 


by EY | Withers, 
Hall I'w ia deſpaire, 
bore bones —— faire, 
Or my checkes make pale with care, 
Cauſe anothers Roſie are ? 
Be ſhe fairer than the day, 
Orthe flowrie meades in My; 
If ſbe be not ſo to me, 
What care] how faire ſhe be ? 
lohuſon. 
Shall I mine affeRions ſlacke, 
Cauſe I fee a woman's blacke ; 
Or my ſelfe with care caſt downe, 
Cauſe I ſee a woman browne ? 
Be ſhe blacker than the night, 
Or the blackelt jet in ſight : 


Ff bebe mot ſorome, : 
» ?rbat care T how blacks fre bet 


Maſter Fohnſons anſwer to 


Withers, © 


_ 


*_— 
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\ , Sonnets. 
Withers, 
Shall my fooliſh heart be pin'd, 


; CauſeIſee a woman's kind : 
f ' Oca well diſpoſed nature - 


Joyned ina comely feature ? 

Be ſhe kinde or meeker than - . 

Turtle Dove,or Pelican ; 

If ſhe be not ſo to me, 

What care I how kinde-ſhe be ? 
lobnſon, 

Shall my fooliſh heart be burſt, 

Cauſe 7 ſee a woman's curſt, 

Or a thwarting hoggilh vature , 

Joyned in as bad a feature ? 

Be ſhe curſt or fiercer chen 

Brutih beaſts, or ſavage men : 

If be be not ſo to me, 

What care ] bow curſt ſhe be ? 
Withers. _ 

Shall a womans vertues make 

Meto periſh for her. ſake, 

Or her merits value-knowne, 

Make me quite forget, my owne ? 


Be ſhe with chat goodneſle bleſt, 
Thar may merit name of beſt, 

If fe ſeeme not [o tome, 

What care I how good ſhe be ? 

FE Coeds Sn D 3 


Johnſon. 


Sonnets. 

Tobnfon.” 2 
Shall a womans vices bike | 
Me her vertues quite forfake, _ 
.Orher faults to me made knowne, 
Make me thinke that 1bave none? 
Be ſhe of the moſt accurſt, | 
And deſerve the name of worſt: 
Tf ſhe be not ſo to me, _ 
What care I how bad ſhe be ? 

Withers. 

Cauſe her fortunes feeme too high, 
Should I play the foote and dic? 
He that bearesa noble minde © 
Ifnot outward help he finde, 
_ Think what with themhe would doe 
That without them dares to wooe. 
And unleſſe that. mind I ſee, 
] What Care I how great ſhe be ? 
Tohnfon. _ 
 Cauſcher fortunes ſeeme tos low, 
. Shall I thereforeler her 
"He that beares an hamble mind, 
. And with riches can be kind, 
Think how kinde a hearrhe d have, 
Ifhe were ſome ſervile ſlave. 
* eAndif that ſame'mind I ſee, 
What care I how poore ſhe be ? 


2 | 0 
Withers ' 


I 


q 


Sounets. 
Fithers_ 


- Great or good, or kind or faire, 


1 will ne'r the more deſpaire. 
if ſhelove me,then beleeve 
will die,or ſhe ſhall grieve : 
If ſheſlight me, whenl woog, _-; ' 


; ] canflight and bid hergoe:; 


If ſhe be not fit for me, 

What care [ for whom ſhe be ? 
Tohnſon. 
Poore, or bad,or curſt, or blacke, 
I will ne'r the more be flacke. 
If the hate me, then beleeve, 
She (hall dye, ere I-will grieve :- 
If ſhe like me whenTI wooe, _, 
1 caiilike and love her too : 

If that ſhe be fit for me, 

What care 1 what others be. 


TotheReader. 
| Fa the common cuſtome vow adayes, 
For one to write upon auothers praiſe': 
But I no Trumpet ſceke, no ſound of drums, 
No man for me ſhall make Encominms : 
T heir Verſes cannot make theſe Verſes better, © 
They will not mend a ftaffe,a line, aleiter, 
| D 4 The 
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The Cryes of Ludgate. 


| N Oble King Lx4, long here haſt thou ſtood, 
Not framed of wood, 

Bur of ſtones ; 

Stones {tre thou art, like our Creditors heart, | 

W hich care not a—-—. | 

For eur groanes, _ . \þ 

. >Withinrhy gates, the crie at thy octers; | 
Though ir move the States of this Citie : (not, - 

Our calling,our bawling, our yawling it moves | 

Oar Creditors hearts unto pitrie : 

In Caps, and in Coates, with ſerrowfull nores, 

And tearing our throats, 

For reliefe, | 

Good Sir, we crie, witha Box hanging by, 4; 

Here's a hundred that lie 

Full of griefe. 

The Gallants ride on, and ne'r thinke upon 

Our pitifull moane F 

Which we make: ; (Coaches, | 

But rumbling,and tumbling,and jumbling their 

The ſtones i in the ſtreets they doe ſhake. (} 

Merchants | 4 
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© The (Cryes of Ludgate. 
Merchants that-goe by the gate toandifro, 


Their hearts at our woe 
- Seemeto ſhake, 


/ 


7 Wh whar croſſes, what eriefe, & what loſſes 
þ- When their Caracks to Seas 


-* They take. 

Theſe men are beſt, remorſe in their brelt, 
Doth harbour and reſt 

To the needy, | 
They roundly,profoundly;and ſoundly are giving 
As if they to free them were greedy. 

” Others paffe by,and caſt pp aneye 

Vpon that cric,. 

In di{daine, 

Saying, that we all quickly would be, 

If now were free, here againe. 

Let them rake heed, that mocke us indeed, 

And thus at our need goeby grinning, - (ding, 
Tis ſo man,that no man,can knew man his en- 


Though well he may know his beginning. 


j 
/ 
/ 


The Song of the Beggar. 
[ Am a Rogue and a ſtoud.one, " 
© LA molt couragious drinker | i 
T doe excell 'tis knowne full well, 
The Karter, Tom,and Tinker. | 
Still doe I ery, good your worſhip, good Sir, 
Beſtow one ſmall Denire Sir, hs 
And bravely then at the bouſing Ken, 
 lebouſeit all in Beere Sir, 


If a Bung be pot by the hie Law, 
Then ſtraight 1 doe atrend them, 
' For if Hue and Crie doe follow, I 
A wrong way ſoone doe ſend them, 
Stell doe Tcry, &c. 


Ten miles unto a market, 

I run to meet a mizer, 

Thenina throng, T nip his Buyg, 

And the partie nere the wiſer. s 
Still doe 7 cry, c. 


 Mydainty Dels, my Doxies, 
When ere they ſee me lacking, 
Without delay poore wretches they 31- 
, Willſec their Duds a packing, Ws | 
Still dee 1 cry,chc, 
o I 


The Song of the Beg gar. 
I pay for what I call-for, | - Nt 

_ And ſo perforce it muſt be,  , 

( Foras yet I can, not know the man, 

| Nor Oaftjs that will truft me. 

Still doe I cry,&c. 


If any give me lodging, - 

A courteous knave they find me, 

For in their bed alive or dead, 

I leave ſome Lice behind me, 
Still doe I cry,&c, 


If a Gentry Coe be comming, 
Then ftraight it is our fafhion, 
My Leggel tieclofe to my thigh, 
Te move himto compallion, 

5 rull doe 1 cry ec. 


My doublet flceve hangs empty, 
And for to begge the bolder, 
Far meat and drink,mine arme I ſhriuke, 
Vpclofe unto my ſhonlder, _— 

Still doe I cry,&c LED 


| Jfacoach 7 heare be rumbling, 

:} To mycrurches then 1hie me, 

| For being lame, itis a ſhame, 

| Suchgallants ſhould denic me. 
Still doe I cry,cþe, h 


*wh VV 


Wich 


* 
FS 


barſten uy, | | | 
I lookelike one halfe dead Sir, OREN, 
Or elſe 1 begge with. a woodden legge, oY 
And a night-cap on my head Sir., 73... 
Stiff doe I crie,ehoe. _ 


Ja winter time ſtarke naked 

I come into ſome Citie, 

Then every man that ſpare them can, _ 

Will give mc cloathes for pittie. 
Still doe 1cry ec, 


If from out the Low-country, 

I heare a Captaines name Sir, 

Then Rtraight 1 ſwear I have been there, 

And ſs in fight came lame Sir.  _ 
Still doe I cry, c. 


My dogge ina ſtring doth lead me, 

When in the towne 7 goeSir, 

' For to the blind, all men are kind, 

And will their Almes beſtow Sir, 
Still doe they cry, fc. 


With Switches ſometimes ſtand 7, 

In the bottome of a hill Sir, (Switch, 

There thoſe men that doe want a 3 

Some mony give me [till Sir. 
Stilt doe I cry ee | 


The Song of the Beggar: | : 


_ Come buy,come buy a Horne booke: 
 Whobuyes my pins or Needles? - 
In Cities I thele things doe cric, 
' Ofi-times to ſcape the Beadles. 
| Still doe Tory, | 


In Pauls Church by a Pillar, 
Sometimes you ſee me ſtand Sir, 
-V Vitha writ that ſhowes, whatcares we woes, 
I paſt by Sea and Land Sir, - 
Still doe 7 MISC. 


Now blame me ner for boaſting, 

And bragging thus alone Sir, 

For my ſelfe I will be prai gill, 

' For Nei -havel none 
Whic maker we cry -= your worſhip, good OY 
Beſtow one ſmall Densre Sir, GC 

And bravely then at the bouſing K on, 1 ? 

4 Sn egy it allin beere Sor. 
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